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At the touch of his wand, At the nod of his head From the spaces beyond
Where the dawn hath her bed,
Earth, water, and air are transfigured, and rise as one risen from the dead.
He puts forth his hand,
And the mountains are thrilled To the heart as they stand In his presence, fulfilled
With his glory that utters his grace upon earth, and hei sorrows are stilled.
The moan of her travail
That groans for the light Till dayspring unravel